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DRAMATIS PERSONA&: 


MEN. 


Howe, © - A young gentleman kidnapped. 


Capt. Cut-throat, 
Capt. Gab, 5 
9 Blood. Rerrniim Offers. 


Officers, > 


WOMEN. 
Mrs. Howe, Mother of Howe. 
Maria, Sister of Howe. 


Mother Hannau, An abbess. 


8 e | Girls of the town. 


Scene,---London. 
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Who wears his majeſty's fine coat, and calls 


THE CRIMPS. 


— — — — OOO 


Stene 1. 


A HOUSE OF ILL FAME IN JOHNSON'S-COURT), 
CHARING-CROSS. | 


Captains Cut-throat and Gab, Serjeant Blood, and 
other Officers; Mother Hannau, Bet Brimstone, 
and Sal Slash'em, round a table.------ Punch, beer, 
wine, Oc, ; 


CAPTAIN CUT-THROAT., 


######*N| ſ{cizc ye all, ye lazy dogs, 


And uſeleſs ſtrumpets! do you think that I 


Mylelf a Captain, by great folks's leave, 


Will let you fatten here in idleneſs, 


Swilling of punch, and aniſeed, and gin? 

No, damme, if I does ;---thereſore, d'ye ſec, 

Bring me more game, or ye ſhall all be hanged. 
3 — 


(WY 
\ SERJEANT BLOOD, | 


I can't get none on 'em to enliſt, not I; 

The knowing baſtards twirl their tongues, and ſay, 
* What! are the troops in Flanders all deſtroyed? 
And has the duke of York loſt all his men? | 
* Aye, aye, you wants to put us in the liſt | 
Of ſlaughtered rank and file.” 


—— 


CAPTAIN CAB, 


Nay, more than that, 

Bounty don't do no good ; the tother day, 

I met ſome labourers at an ale-houſe door, 

Ragged, and tired, and hungry, but they heard 

Me talk of five and twenty guineas down, 

Of gentlemanly treatment, and the like, 

Then winked their b-ſt-d eyes, and mur'mur'd---- 

© HumBuc.' 

I kindly ax'd them then to drink ſome beer; | ) 
My lads,” ſaid I, © let's take a chearful glaſs, = 
In honour of our king and conſtitution.” 

But, would you think it, gemmen, they bawl'd out, 

* Good Maſter Captain, we are up to you,' | 
And lo departed.---We muſt hit upon | 
Some other means ; for as the French appears 


To kill more faſterer than we recruits, 


K.& 
| All will be killed before another ſet 
Are ready for their killing. 


SAL sLASH'E AM. 


So thinks I. 
Not long agon, I could have got a ſcore 
Of cliver lads, to ſerve his majeſty, 
f In no time, as it were; but now, in no time 
I can't get none; if I but begs them to 
Step in a bit, they only damns my cyes, 
And calls me gallows b--ch. 


MOTHER HANNAU. 


Whenever we gets hold of ſnivellers, 
Who won't enliſt, the beſt way is to kill 'em, 
And take their clo'es and money ; for if once 
They gets away, they hinders others coming ; 
Beſides, dead men can never do no harm. 
| Had more been murdered, 'twould have been the 
better ; 


But, come, ſome gin !---my ſpirits flag to-day. 


| BET BRIMSTONE, 


I likes to catch 'em when they're toſizcated ; 
For then they comes more caſier to one's hand: 
Ba. 


—— — — 


— — — — — — 
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Them chere, I got o' Friday, were the beſt 
We've had ſome time. 


CAPTAIN CUT-THROAT., 


Yes; ſor they had the caſh,--- 
Three filver watches mongſt em, and good things, 
Which makes it anſwer to us; but I hope 

One whimpering fool will die o' the ſmall-pox, 
And fave us trouble. Another has gone mad, 
With prating all about his wife and brats, 

As if we cared ;---and for the ſeven beſides, 


We've beat them fo, they now dare ſcarcely call 
Their fouls their own. 


CA PY AIN GAB. 


Ha! ha! twas nobly done, 

To curb their Jacobiue rebellious ſpirits; 
For, captain, nothing can go on, you know, 
Without ſubordination. 


CAPTAIN CUT-THROAT, 


True, my hearty ; 


But it grows late; the hour of buſineſs comes. 


You, Sal, muſt take your ſtand at Charing-crols ; 


You, BET, in. Whitcomb-ſtreet.---I ſay, Old Girl, 
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Old Mother Hannau, ſend your wenches round 


To every part o' the town; by hook or crook 
We muſt find men, to fight in the ſupport 
Of ſuch a glorious war. 


MOTHER HANNAU, 


I' do my beſt. 


I've told the girls to haul in all they can; 
Gentle or ſimple, that ſhall make no odds. 


The buſineſs ſhall be done. 


\ 


CAPTAIN CUT-THROAT, 


Before we part, 


Each to our ſtand, let's drink a jovial toaſt, 


And ſing a loyal ſong, and be true Britons. 


CAPTAIN GAB---FILLING HIS GLASS, 


Come, here's long life, health, and proſperity, 


To Pitt and Windham, and to Scotch Dundas, 
And Iriſh Edmund too. 


ANOTHER CAPTAIN. 
With all my heart, 


And damn the Swiniſh multitude, 


A LL.---Huzza |! 
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CAPTAIN CUT THROAT. 


Here's the ſuſpenſion of the Habeas Corpus. 


ALL. - With three times three. 


CAPTAIN CAB. 


Impriſonment to all 


Who dare complain, no trial. 


ALI. Excellent! 


ANOTHER CAPTAIN. 


Spies, and informers,---Mr. Reeves. 


ALL.---Huzzat 


SER JEANT BLOOD, 


Here's church and king, taxes and tithes for ever. 


CAPTAIN CUT-THROAT. 


The Duke of York, and victory. 


ALL.---Huzza ! 


A ſong, a ſong ! + God fave the King',---a ſong ! 
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CAPTAIN GAB, 


Since you deſires it, gemmen, I will ſing. 


Song. 


God ſave Great George our king, 
Long live our noble king, 

God fave the king. 

Send him victorious, 

Happy and glorious, 

Long to reign over us, 


God ſave the king. 


O Lord our God arife, 
Scatter his enemies, 

Gon And make them fall ! 

Con fouud their politics, 

Fruſtrate their knaviſh tricks, 
On him our hopes we fix, 
O fave us all ! 
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©, 
Thy choiceſt gifts in ſtore, 
On him be pleas'd to pour, 
Long may he reign ] 
May he defend our laws, 
And ever give us cauſe 


To ſing with heart and voice, 
God fave the king ! 


Exeunt omnes. 


— —  —  — — — 
N 


—— — . 
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Scene 2. 


HOWE'S HOUSE. 


/ 


. 4 
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MRS, HOWE, MARIA, AND HOWE, 


MRS, HOWE, 


k Do not ſtay late, my ſon! for when you're abſent, 
F Your fiſter and myſelf are full of fears; | 
Not only that our bread depends upon you, 

But that we love you truly. 


MARIA, 


O be upon your guard, tis time of war, 
And kidnappers, they ſay, are in the ſtreets, 
At night, to ſeize the unwary ; if miſchance 


Should fall on you, 'twould break our mother's 


heart; 

Yet think not for ourſelves that we ſhould mourn, 
But as we live in you. My mind is troubled, 
. J know not why, as tho' ſome evil threatened,--- 


Surely, my brother, we ſhall meet again! 
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HOWE, 


Reſtrain theſe idle terrors, which but ſerve 

To make you wretched. Buſineſs calls me forth, 
Which 1s for your advantage ; and if thus 

' You ſhould acquire a habit of alarm, 

All comfort ſoon muſt ceaſe; do you not know 
That London is a place of liberty, 

And juſt ſecurity ? The conſtitution 

Protects us all alike. Then let not tales, 
Which in the country you perhaps have heard, 
Of blood-bowl allies, and of ruffian gangs, 
Diſturb you now; ſuch things indeed have been, 
When tyrants reign'd, and wicked miniſters _ 
Oppreſſed the people; but at this bleſt time, 
The great men are the good. None but levellers, 
Reformers, Jacobines, and ſuch vile villains, 
Can 'gainſt them urge a cruelty or vice. 

But it grows duſk, I muſt away, farewel ! 


Expect me home by twelve. 
[Exit Howe. 


MRS, HOWE, 


Ah me! I have a ſtrong preſentiment, 
That I ſhall never, never more behold | 
The deareſt, beſt of ſons ; whoſe induſtry 


. 
Has long been our ſupport. Belov'd Maria ! 
Give me ſome comfort, help to diſſipate 


The terrors which have ſeized my anxious heart, 
And yet which reaſon ſcorns. 


Af 


MARIA, 


It muſt be wrong, 

To yield to ſuch imaginary woe, 

Becauſe my brother happens to walk forth 
Later than uſual. Yet ſincere affettion, 

Join'd to a ſad miſgiving, ſhakes me allo, 

With an unuſual dread. Let muſick then, 
Diſpel theſe mournful thoughts, and the guittar, 
With loyal melody, ſuſtain our ſpirits. 


SINGS AND PLAYS. 


When Britain firſt at heaven's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
| This was the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung this ſlrain. 
Rule Britannia, rule the waves! 


Britons never ſhall be flaves / 


| B 
Thee, haughty tyrants, nè er ſhall tame: 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 


Will but arouze thy generous flame, 
But work their woe and thy renown. 


Rule Britannia, rule the waves, 


* Britons never ſhall be ſlaves / 


[Scene closes. 
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Srene 3. 


MOTHER HANNAU'S HOUSE. 


MOTHER HANNAU, OFFICERS, &c. 


MOTHER HANNAU, 


Where have you ſent the *ſailor ? 


CAPTAIN CUT-THROAT, 


To Whitcomb-ſtreet, where he is well ſecured. 
Jack Carr the barber has knock'd out his teeth, 
To make him hold his jaw. 


MOTHER HANNAU, 


He made a hellifh ngiſe, with his palaver, 


Of having ſervedhis country, of a wound, 
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* This treatment of a poor ſailor, who had been 
wounded in the aftion of the firſt of June, is founded 
on fact. He was dragged to the White Horſe in Whit- 
comb-ſtrect, where he was moſt cruelly uſed, and ſeveral 
of his tæeth were knocked out by the barber who ſhaved 
his head. The failor's name is Barrett; but the parti- 
culars are well known. 
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Got on the firſt of June. What's that to us? 
We muſt have men to fill the regiments, 


And not ſtand aſking queſtions. He was preſſed 
Before, moſt likely for the ſea, and now 


Is only preſſed for land; 'tis all the ſame. 
Damn them, ſuch raſcals can't be uſed too ill. 


| You captain are too merciful by half. 


CAPTAIN CUT-THROAT, 


He has been thraſh'd at leaſt a dozen times, | 
By one or tother of us, till his ſpirit 

At length is broken. We may ſend him down 
To Banbury, to join his regiment ; 

Where, ſhould he give his tongue a holiday, 


He will be filenced by a cat o'nine tals. 


* 


{ Norfe without.) 


ENTER SAL SLASH'EM, BET BRIMSTONE, AND SERJEANT 
BLOOD, —DRAGCING IN HOWE, 


SERJEANT BLOOD, 


T his way, you ſcoundrel ; if you ſtruggle now, 


We'll blow your brains out. 


nn 
MOTHER HANNA U. 


Damn him, drag him up, 
And ſtrip him. 


BET PBPRIM STONE. 


You would not come with coaxing, b---t your eyes, 


So you ſhall come by force. 


HOWE, 


Have pity on me, gentlemen, and ye, 
\ | Who bear the form of women, grant me mercy. 
I have a mother and a ſiſter, who 


Depend alone on me. O ſpare me, ſpare me ! 


MOTHER HANNAU. 


Up to the garret with him, curſe his heart ! 

He ſhall to Africa, that he may learn 
Submiſhon ; fearch his pockets, take his watch, 
Aye, and thole yellow ſhiners; knock him down, 


He dares to murmur. 0 


SAL SLASH*EM,—STRIKING HIM WITH A POKER. 


Let me ſettle him. 


” 


— — — —e— — VUl—— — 


HOWE,—DEFENDING HIMSELF, 


' Nay, then, have at you all. F 


CAPTAIN CUT-THROAT,-WITH A PISTOL, 


Submit, or die. 


SERJEANT BLOOD,—KNOCKING HIM DOWN. 


He's down, ſtrip him, and bind his arms. 


MOTHER HANNAU,—STAMPING ON HIM, 


I'll teach a raw recruit to make reſiſtance. 


Take him away. 


The women having ſtripped him, the officers 
him off, and ſoon return. 


CAPTAIN CUT-THROAT., 


We ſhut him in the garret, in his ſhirt, 


With his hands bound ; there let him howl and rave, 


e cannot now eſcape. 


MOTHER HAN NAU. 


The devil fintſh him ! 


He ſeems a ſort of kind of gentleman, 


carry 


” — * 
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By having watch and money,---ſo, perhaps, 


"Twere better do him over; for who knows 


But there may be enquiry to our harm. 


CAPTAIN CUT-THROAT. 


You need not fear it; we are well proteted 
By thoſe in power, and e'en the juſtices 
Will not be much inclined to puniſh us 


For our activity in raiſing men. 


MOTHER HANNAU, 


Ha! ha! ha! ha! 'tis very true, we're ſafe. 


F 


ALI. 


Come, then, ſome beef, beer, brandy, and a ſong. 


HERE THE SONG AND CHORUS, 


O the roaſt beef of old England, 
And O the old Engliſh roaſt beef ! &c. 


{ Exeunt, 
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Or on the purple plains of ravaged Flanders, 
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Stene 4. 


A GARRET., 


How x----wounded in several parts, covered with 
blood,---in his shirt, and with his hands tied be- 
| hind him. 


Where am I ?---were theſe men ?---It cannot be 
That human creatures ſhould have tigers hearts, 
And live by blood and rapine !---yet it can; 

For theſe red wounds and all my wrongs ſhall prove it. 


O dreadful change but a few hours ago, 


And I was happy in domeſtic peace. 
Now am I loſt---degraded---plundered---beaten, 


Without a hope; for I ſhall be tranſported, | 


Unheard, unknown, to Africa or India; 


Be thrown a mangled corle !---Ye rulers, ſay, 


Ye miniſters ! is this the boaſted land 


Fe — * 
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Of equal laws and freedom, where cach wretch, 


Who wears the military dreſs, has power 


AW!) 

To drag the harmleſs citizen from his home, | 
And violate the deareſt rights of man? 
Could the wild Arab be 'more ſavage ? or 
Could I, in any foreign land, have proved 
More cruel treatment ?---Curſed barbarity ! 
My mother !---Ah, my mother left in want, 
And a poor, unprotetted ſiſter too! 
My brain's on fire ;---my wrongs ſhall cry to heaven, 
Till the vile perpetrators of ſuch deeds, 
And their more damned employers, meet perdition. 
There is no juſtice here but for the rich 
And powerful; all elſe, I find, are deemed 
A ſwiniſh multitude, made but to ſuffer, 
Doom'd to lament. I vill no longer live 
In ſuch a world.---Ah, now I hear them coming! 
Again ſhall I be ſcourged---again tormented--- 
And this they call recruiting---theſe the means 
To reinforce the armies of a nation, 
And carry on a neceſſary war. 
I hear them now at hand ;---I cannot bear it, 

But will eſcape, or periſh. 
(Goes to the window, which he conintoes to ohen. 


"Tis too high, 


To leap with chance of ſafety ;---but deſpair 
Urges me on---Death waits below, to ſeize me. 


I come, grim Comforter, to eſcape the fangs 


Wi - (20 ) | 
bil | Of tyranny ; I ruſh into thy arms, 
And at this awful time look up to heaven 


For pardon---to my country for REVENGE. 
| | (Throws himfelf headlong out of the window.) 


(unis VOICE HEARD FROM BELOW.) 


It is all over !---but may my fad fate 
| Make Engliſhmen reflect: for every one 
May prove to-morrow what I've proved to-day.--- 


Receive my parting ſpirit, Power Supreme! 


Dies.) 


THE END. 


Nope. 
"RE . 


Author's Postscript. 


LE T me here drop the @prtain upon this infamous 
tranſaftion, which is literally true, and which paſſed 
at a recruiting-office in Johnſon's-court, Charing-croſs, 
London, Auguſt 15th, 1794. I will only add, that 
the coroner, who examined the body, brought in a 
ver dict of Death in attempting to eſcape from a 
houſe of ill fame,” and that, for ſome reaſon which 
is difficult to diſcover, the principal offenders have got 
FO Liberty! O Virtue ! O my Country! 


